i kept on waling
not knowing where
the moon an angel
with palor so sweet
the demons were air

i held my pace
yet no path no where
the moon of sweet palor
and angel-lit face
earth mist crowded
felled demons of air

i kept my pace
feet tromping bare
the ground tounge ankles
with snow caught feet
left trail in there

i held on walking
tred path of no where
the moon of tough valor
and stern-wrought face
Winter promise tainted
held Spring out there